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The 'Other toenioyby rageand war, ;i "\v.' 

Thefe fignes forcrunnethc death of Kings, 

Farcwcl.our countrymen are gone and fled. 

As wel allured Richard theyr King is dead, 

Saltf. Ah Richard! with eyes of hcauie imnd : 

1 Ice thy glory like a Ihooring ffar, 

Fall to the bale earth ftom the firmament. 

Thy (unne fets weeping in the lowly weft, 

Witncfsmg ftotmesto come,vvoe,and vmeft, 

Thy friendesare fledto w.a)te vponthy foc.5, ; ;;:i’ 

And crofly to thy good al fortune goes. ; 

£nter T)uke of Hereford. Torke, North umberlfyd, 

Bujhie andGrccneyrifoners, 

‘Bull. Bring forth thefe men. 

Bufliic and Greene I will.not yexe your fou les: 

Since prefently your fouler muft part your bodyes. 

With too much vrging your pernitious hucf. 

For twere no charity; yet to waff* your blpydj;: . 

From off my hands; here, ii; tbeyjcw pf ts?# i _ ; l ibid Y 

I willvpfold fomc, ca.ufes t of yoyrdcathy | yr,u« jl v «TC 
You haue mifled a Pnncc,a royall King, 

Aliappie Gentleman in blond and lineaments, 

Ey you ynhappied and diffigurfd ejeane. 

You haue in manner with youi finful houres* 

Made a diuorcebctwixt his.Quecne and him, 

Broke the poflefsion ofa royall bed, 

And ftainde the bcautic of a fairc Queenes checker 
With tcarcs drawnefrom her eies with your foulc wrong!. 

My fclfe a Prince by fortune of my birth, 

Keareto theming inblpud,andnc3rcin loue, . ,bl 

Til they did make him mifinterpfet me, 

Haue ftoopt ray neckcvnder your iaiuries. 

And fighYmy Engiilh breath in forren clpudes, 

Earing the bitter.brejrd of bamflimcnt, 

While youhaue fed Yponmy fegniories, 

Difparkt ray parks,*tudfclld my forrefl woods, 

From my owne windowc^Jtflrne ray hquuiold-cpatc, 

Rac t out ray imprcchE^caujng me no ugne, , . •— 
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JT mg M tchard the fee end \ 

Saue mens op'niorn,andtny liuing bloud. 

To Ihew tbc world I am a'Gentlerrian. 

Thisand much more.much more then twice all this 
Condemns you to the death : fee them deliuef ed ouer 
Toexecution and the hand of death, 

Bnjhie More welcome is the ftrokc of death to me, 
Then Bullingbrooke to England,Lords farewell. 

qrcette My comfort is,t hat heauen wil take our foules. 
And plague iniuftice with the paines of hell. 

Bull. My Lord Northumberland fee them difpatcht; 
Vncklc you (ay the J^ucenc is at y our lioufc. 

For Gods fake fasrely let her be intreated, 

Tel her I fend to her my kind commends; 

Take fpeciall care my greetings be deliuered. 

Torke A gentleman of mine I haue dtfpatchr. 

With letters of your loue to her at large.' 

“Bull, Thanks (gentle V nckle:)comc Lords away. 

To fight with Glendor and his complices, 

A while to worke,and after holiday. Exeunt. 
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Enter the King, Atmterl e, Car little. 

King Batkioughly Calllc call you this at hand? 

Atm, Yeamy Lord,Howbrookcs your Grace the ayre. 
After your late tofsing on the breaking feas? 

King Nccdesmuft Ilikc itwell, I weepe fbtioy, ^ 
Toltand vpon my Kingdome onceagaine, . 

Deare earth I do falute thee with my hand. 

Though rebels wound thee with their horles hoofes; 

As a long patted mother with her chfld, 

Playes fondly with her teares,and fmiles in meeting; 

So weeping, fmi lirig,greete I thee my earth. 

And do thee fauour with my royal hands; 

Feedenot thy foueraignes foe, my gentle earth. 

Nor with thy fvveet^s co'tnfort his rauenous fence. 

But let thy Spiders that fucke vp thy venome, 

Andheauy gatedfoades.lie in their way, 

Doing annoyance tothctrecherous feetc, 

Which with vfurping fteps do trample thee; : 

Yeelde 
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